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H ello there. 

And welcome to another 
issue of TV Tornado. 

The baffling magic cards 
we’re giving away this week 
should provide lots of fun. 
Read your friends’ minds with 
them; they won’t fathom how 
you do it! 

Here, for readers of TV 
Tornado, is the secret. 


tifXV.Ik 


Ask one of your friends to * 
think of a number, 1 to 15, 
Then place the four cards on 
top of each other, in order, 
number 4 on top. Show him 
card 4 and ask him if his 
selected number is shown. 


if the answer is “yes,” turn 
the card so the word “yes” 
appears on the top; if the 
answer is “no,” turn the card 
so the word “no” appears on 
top. Then place the card under 
the other three. 

Do exactly the same with the 
other three cards, then turn the 
pack over — AND THE 
NUMBER CHOSEN BY 
YOUR FRIEND WILL BE 
SEEN IN THE CARD 
WINDOW! 

Simple. When you know 
how! 


MANY THANKS . to all 
of you who have written to me 
about the first issue of TV 
Tornado. It’s been a great 
thrill getting your letters and 
your views. Remember, this is 
your paper and I want to know 
the features in TV Tornado 
that you like best—and any 
you would like to see in it. My 
address is at the top of the page. 


Teacher: How dare you 
laugh in front of me ? 

Pupil: Sorry sir, T didn’t 
know it was your turn! 

CANADIAN-BORN actor 
Lome Green, who plays gruff, 
tough Ben Cartwright in the 
TV series, Bonanza, loves the 
Ponderosa ranch so much he 
lives in it! Not the one on the 
set, naturally. But an exact 
replica, built in Phoenix, 
Arizona. 

Lome’s home cost him 
£23,000—and it looks like the 
Ponderosa in every detail, right 



"Hurry up building that wall 
round this window, Alt. My 
arms aro beginning to ache!” 


down to an axe embedded in 
fire logs in the front yard. 

There are differences though. 
Lome’s stables are, in fact, 
garages. His property, unlike 
the wide open spaces of the 
ranch, is only 20 yards from 
his nearest neighbour. And the 
replica Bonanza stairs don’t 
lead anywhere ■™ Lome’s 
home is a bungalow! 




THE VOICE came over the 
loudspeakers of the supersonic 
passenger jet. “This is the 
captain speaking,” it said. “We 
are flying at 800 m.p.h. at 
20,000 feet. 

“If you look to your star¬ 
board side you will see that a 
portion of the wing tip is 
apparently falling off. Do not 
be alarmed by this. If you look 
to your port side you will see 
that a small fire has started 
where the wing joins the body. 
Do not be alarmed by this 
either. 

“If any of you have noticed, 
the whine of the jets has 
changed due to mechanical 


TV Tornado, : 

High Holborn House, • 
52/54, High Holborn,: 
London, W.C. I. ; 




trouble, but you must not 
worry about this any more 
than about the widening gap in 
the companionway through 
which, if you look, you can see 
the Atlantic. Perhaps you can 
see a small rubber dinghy down 
there ? 

“Ladies and gentlemen, your 
captain is speaking from that 
rubber dinghy!” 



t4 


Now why DI0 I cross the 
roadr 


I SAY , , , 

This week’s slang word is 
wowser. A wowser is a person 
who says you shouldn’t be 
doing something — and then 
sneaks off and does it himself! 

NEXT WEEK . . . 

We’ll be telling you how you 
can win a super holiday for 
yourself and your family. And 
there will be other prizes galore 
in a fab £1,000 competition. 








If you have a bicycle, it is probably a 
machine with standard-size wheels. Score 
Jive points for spotting one of the new and 
revolutionary hikes with mini-wheels. 


Sometimes you will see above a shop a 
= name which is appropriate for the trade the 
s shop does. Score 10 points. 

P M M ■ a w 
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The Jeering Joker*s Jest springs a leak when he 
shanghais the Dynamic Duo aboard a pirate prison ship! 



A bove the roar of the Bat- 
mobile as it thundered 
towards Gotham City, 
Robin said, “It just can’t 
be’ true. Batman. ITie idea’s 
grotesque.” 

"WeU, Robin,” smiled Bat¬ 
man, gunning the great car, 
“you heard the Comm^sioner’s 
voice yourself on the Batphone 
extension. He said that Chief 
O’Hara had been kidnapped 
and was being held down at the 
old quay. We’U soon see when 
we get there; there’ll be plenty 
of patrol-wagons roaring up. 
O’Hara’s boys’ll blow the place 
wide open to get him free.” 

“Holy hopscotch, I’ll say!” 
grinned Robin. “It’ll be worth 
the trip just to see the Chief’s 
red face when we spring him.” 

But when they arrived at the 
place, patrol-wagons were con¬ 
spicuous by their absence. Bat¬ 
man stopped the Batmobile 
near a line of railway trucks 
and they looked round at a 
scene of desolation. 

The old quay was where the 
tramps and the coaling steam¬ 
ers terthed, far from' the new 
quays of Gotham City Harbour 
and the crack ocean liners. The 
place was absolutely deserted 
and Batman looked at Robin. 
“Very odd, Robin, very odd 
indeed,” he said. 

“That’s putting it mildly,” 
Robin said and a frown crossed 
his youthful face. “Batman, do 
you remember? It seemed to 
me that the Commissioner’s 
voice sounded muffled, maybe 
a bit hoarse.” 


UKIFORM CAP 

T he Caped Crusader looked 
thoughtfully at Robin. 
“Commissioner Gordon began 
by saying ^ had a very bad 
cold,” he said gently. 

“It’s whacky,” Robin de¬ 
clared emphatically. “Batman, 
are we l^ng dragged down 
here to keep us out of the way 


of something big going on else¬ 
where?” 

“The idea had occurred to 
me, Robin,” replied Batman 
calmly. He stopi^ and stared 
up at the warehouses. Had he 
seen a shutter move up there ? 
“Very, very odd. Boy Wonder. 
We’ll take a good look round 
here.” 

Robin spotted it first, a 
crumpled blue object close to 
one of the closed and barred 
warehouse doors. He held it 
up for Batman to see. “This 
proves we’re on the right scent, 

I should say, Batman.” 

Batman took it and turned 
it inside out. It was a blue 
uniform cap of the Gotham 
City Police Department. “Oh,” 
he muttere^ staring at the 
indelible writing on the rim of 
the lining. “Yes, this looks like 
the Chief’s cap. But where are 
the patrol-wagons, Robin ?” 

Robin creased his forehead. 
“You think maybe this b a 
trap? But how did this cap get 
here ?” 

“We are going to find out, 
Robin,” Batman said crisply 
and he produced the Batgrapple 
and the Batrope. He hurled the 
Batgrapple tb the very top _ of 
the tali warehouse below which 
they had found the blue cap. 

Grasping the Batrope, ha 
walked steadily up the ware¬ 
house side, with Robin behind 
him. Almost at the top, he 
stopped and, over his shoulder, 
spoke quietly to Robin. “I 
thought 1 heard what sounded 
like a faint laugh from inside,” 
he said. “It was a laugh I 
remembered.” 

“The Joker!” ejaculated 
Robin eagerly. 

“None other, Robin,” Bat¬ 
man replied. “If we are right 
and our old friend, The Joker, 
is inside, then we are in trouble • 
and so maybe is Chief O’Hara, 
and all our ideas that this 
might be a hoax are false. But 
it might not be a hoax and still 


ig) 1967 by Natbiiat P«rlodical Publications Iiw. All Hgbts reserved. 






































THEFAGT Ho. 1 


There are now 14 Independent Television companies in Britain, 





be a trap. 

“We can only find out by 
going inside. Batman,” laughed 
Robin and he swung off the 
rope on to the ledge and held 
on while Batman joined him. 

“Here goes, Robin,” Batman 
said softly and he pressed 
against the shutter, with Robin 
close at his side. Suddenly the 
shutter opened and, unable to 
stop themselves, they catar- 
pulted head first down into 
total darkness. 


JOVIAL JAPE 

H OW far they fell they could 
not teU but they came up 
against an iron grill and the 
shock knocked the breath out 
of them. A brilliant light shone 
upon a long, pointed face, dead 
white but for painted Ups. An 
evil smile split the features. To 
their ears came the screeching 
laugh of the criminal they had 
met many times, the miscreant 
known as The Joker. The 
prisoners picked themselves up 
and, clinging to the sloping 
grill, stared through it at the 
grinning, white face. 

“A most merry jest, my 
worthy foes,” came the cackle 
of The Joker. “Look, my 
henchmen. Look,Dogface,look, 
Moonface. Here are the re¬ 
doubtable Caped Crusader and 
Boy Wonder, caught like wasps 
in a trap. All it took was the 
tapping of the Commissioner’s 
telephone, the taping of his 
voice and‘the study thereof. 
After that, an old police cap. 


an indelible pencil and, here 
they are, all ready for my next 
jovial jape.” 

“Gee, Boss, you sure are the 
greatest,” chortled one of the 
two minions. 

“Of course, my dear Dog¬ 
face,” was his master’s lofty 
reply. “Welcome, Dynamic 
Duo. We cannot chat very long. 
The tide is rising and sailing 
time approaches. You are going 
on a long, long voyage. Batman 
and Robin. I have plans for 
Gotham City, plans that will 
be much easier to carry out 
while you two are safely out of 
my way.’’ 

\‘.You’U laugh the other side 
of your foul face when we lay 
our hands on you,” cried Robin 
fiercely. 

“Ah, the Teenage Thunder¬ 
bolt has found his voice at 
last,” tittered the malevolent 
voice. “Well, we will proceed 


to Part Two without further 
delay. While you are—^shall we 
say, absent—my dear foes, I 
shall be very busy. There are 
several promising banks I have 
not robbed as yet. Moonface, 
your lever!” 

Batman and Robin felt the 
sloping grill give way and swing 
outwards from them. As they 
clung desperately to it, the 
maniacal laughter came to 
their ears again, 

“Your turn. Dogface, Turn 
the knob. Our guests may be 
cold!” 

The iron bars under their 
grip began to heat up and Bat¬ 
man and Robin felt the heat 
increase. Sweat started on their 
faces. Then a brilliant light 
shone up from beneath their 
feet and Batman looked down. 
At the bottom of the pit where 
the light shone there writhed a 
mass .of wriggling things that 
could only be . . . snakes! 


SHAKE PIT 
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CAN’T hold on much 
longer, Batman,” jerked 
Robin, as he released one hand. 
“These bars’ll be red-hot before 
very long.” 

“We’ll have to chance the 
drop, old chum,” muttered 
Batman. “There’s no other 
way.” 

“They’re bound to be poison¬ 
ous, Batman,” Robin said with¬ 
out a quaver in his voice. His 
hands were beginning to scorch 
and he felt as though his arms 
were being pulled from their 
sockets, 

“Maybe not, Robin,” Bat¬ 
man said. “The Joker probably 
has further plans for us. Here 
goes, see you at the bottom.” 

To the sound of an ear- 
splitting peal of mirth from 
The Joker, they plummeted 
into the snake pit, both with 
laser pistols in their painful 


fingers. Batman felt the bodies 
of the creatures shooting up all 
round them as their feet went 
in. He grabbed one big snake 
beneath its head, looking for 
the forked tongue. Then Robin 
gave a loud hoot of disgust and 
picked himself up from the pile, 
holding a snake in each hand. 

“Holy artichokes!” he 
snorted. “Rubber toys!” 

“You catch on quickly. Boy 
Wonder,” came the cackling 
laughter of their tormentor 
from above them. “You inflate 
the toys, heat the floor and they 
perform a most lifelike dance.” 

Batman, breathing hard, 
sucked his burned fingers and 
looked round. To a crescendo 
of fiendish glee from the in¬ 
visible Joker, the light winked 
out. 

“It is now, alas, a long fare¬ 
well to you both,” chortled the 
Joker. We’ve had fun, haven’t 
we. Batman and Robin ? Where 
you are going it won’t be such 
good fun, I fear. The accom¬ 
modation won’t be First Class 



ous 



i n First man to cross the = 

■*-n 

g Arctic Circle was Captain g 
I James Cook, He did it in | 
I 1773 in the A62-ton skip, E 
i Resolution. | 

and the food, if they give you 
any, won’t be choice, but the 
rats eat it, 

“It will be a very long time 
before Gotham City’s invincible 
crime-fighter and his redoubt¬ 
able aide, return—if they do 
return, that is—^and by then 
Gotham City should be just 
about stripped of all that it 
holds valuable, Bon voyage, 
Caped Crusader; Bon voyage, 
Boy Wonder!” 

This time there was nothing 
to hang on to so that when the 
floor opened up they went pell- 


eOU£eiDRS'eORMER> 


THE COLLECTION OF CHEESE LABELS 




A GESMAN label. 


A BELGIAIH label 


F ROMOLOGY, as this is 
called, is a fascinating 
hobby which became popular 
around 1951. Two years later 
there were 25,000 collectors! 
One collector, specialising in 
triangular labels, amassed 
more than 4,000. while the 
biggest collection totals over 
22,000. Labels range from a 
half-inch to two ft. square and 
dealers sell them at prices 
from a penny to £100 each. 
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NEXT WEEK: The Penguin fixes a bath for the Dynamic Buo^in deadly acid! 

llIU[ltltnililMIIIEII!llltlllllll)in[]|]|[inillillflHlilt<t{llilillll!l)llllllllU)lilll|EI|)||)lll(ll!llil[1Klliiillilljlill!IHIiltlllil!llllilllll!iUIEi[IIHIt)l)I!illilJlilllllllJlllliiniIIHIIIIIIUIil|]IEIIIIiUIII)mMI!IHIIIIII 
mell, in the midst of a mass of 
rubber serpents, down a long 
wooden chute. They landed 
with a sickening jolt in a place 
of semi-darkness and incredibly 
foul odours. A bell sounded 
faintly from far away and Bat¬ 
man leaped to his feet. The 
floor gave a faint lurch and 
they heard the gurgling of 
water. . 

“Robin,” he said, gripping 
Boy Wonder’s arm. “That 
fiend, The Joker, has shanghaied 
us aboard ship and, from the 
smell, I’d' say this tub is no 
Queen Mary." 

They could feel the timbers 
creaking and groaning as the 
ship got under way and their 
attempt to break down the steel 
bulkhead door was of no avail. 

“Only one thing to do, Robin, 

The lasers! We’ll burn through 
the bulkhead door.” 

They shone their lasers on 
the steel and before very long 
it began to smoke and melt. 

The beams travelled in a slow 
circle and, as the metal was 
beginning to fall in, they heard 
shouts and bellows from out¬ 
side. Batman went first and 
Robin after him. In the narrow 
passage their fists did great 




Skipper, or wait until we get 
out of harbour ?” 

They burst on him like two 
thunderbolts and he had no 
time to draw his pistol. Like a 
sack of coal he went down as 
they rushed to the rail. Batman 
looked over at the lights of 
Gotham City. “Feel like a good 
long swim, Boy Wonder?” he 
asked cheerfully. 

They clove the water almost 
at the same instant and struck 
for the shore. Shouts of rage 
and shots followed them from 
the old tramp steamer. 






destruction on the men facing 
them. 

Whang! Pow! CRAAACK! 
The Dynamic Duo fought their 
way through the raob of evil- 
smelling seafarers, treading over 
prostrate bodies as they 
struggled towards the com¬ 
panionway up to the deck. At 
the head of the stairs stood a 
giant of a man with a black 
beard and an eye-patch. He had 
in his hand a large black flag 
with a white skull and cross- 
bones stitched on it. 

“Skipper! he bawled. “Shall 
I run up the Jolly Roger now. 


ARDUOUS CLIMB 

THEY crawled up the stone- 
■ work of the old quay and 
shook themselves. Batman 
looked at the warehouse be¬ 
neath which the chute had 
precipitated them into the 
vessel. “I have a notion, 
Robin,” he said suddenly. “Into 
the water again. “We’ll have a 
look for bottom of that 
chute. Keep your laser dry.” 

They slid into the water 
again and, leading the way. 
Batman swam under the stone 
arches and the wooden landing- 
stage. Treading water. Batman 
peered up in the gloom, search¬ 
ing for the chute end. 

"There it is, old chum,” he 
said softly. “I think we can just 
make it if we climb up on that 
ledge and make a leap. There 
are rid^s at the bottom of that 
chute that’ll make handholds.” 

At the second attempt they 
made it but it was a long and 
arduous climb up the chute. 
They came eventually to what 
had been the snake-pit. 

Soon they heard voices, first 
that of The Joker and then the 
heavy, slurring tones of his 
moronic hirelings. “They’re 


somewhere round here, Robin,” 
murmured Batman softly. 

“How do we get through. 
Batman?” whispered Robin. 
“We can’t use the lasers, not if 
we want it to be a surprise. 

“That had occurred to me. 
Batman said thoughtfully, “But 
there must be a way through. 
This place is old and this 
timber must be pretty rotten.” 
Experimentally, he put his 
shoulder against the wooden 
side of the chute, 

“Worth trying, Robin,” he 
said and he crashed all his 
weight into the woodwork. 
They exploded out into a 
lighted place and Batman, in a 
somersault, landed at the feet 
of the startled Joker. He came 
up on his feet with the laser 
pistol pointed at the thug and 
his finger on the trigger. Behind 
him, Robin was covering the 
two hirelings. 

“Two can play at jests,” said 
Batman grimly. “When you 
play your merry capers, you 
should be prepared for one of 
them coming home to roost, 
my white-faced, evil Joker.” 


DID YOU KNOW? 


THAT the shortest reign of 
any monarch was that of 
Dauphin Louis Antoine 
in 1S30. He was Louis 
XIX of France between 
Charles X and his own 
abdication—just 15 
minutes! 

THAT the smallest army in 
the world is that of San 
Marino. Its strength— 
11! Costa Rica, Liechten¬ 
stein and Iceland have no 
army. 


The Joker cowered back¬ 
wards and screamed to his 
henchmen: “Dogface, Moon- 
face, defend me. Earn your 
money. Attack these two at 
once.” 

“Weil, say, gee, Boss,” 
mumbled Dogface, “it ain’t 
’ardly safe. They got them 
burnin’ things. Mebbe, we 
oughta do a deal with ’em.” 

“How did you get out of the 
ship ?” jabbered The Joker, all 
the pranksomeness knocked 
out of him . He watched Bat¬ 
man reach into a pouch and 
bring out a small box. He 
looked fearfully as Batman 
sprinkled some white powder' 
on to his open palm. “Hey, 
there, what’s that?” 

“Tom should know. Joker,” 
Batman said pleasantly. “It’s 
sneezing powder. Shall we see 
how it works, eh ?” 

SNEEZING POWDER 

H e blew the powder into the 
white face of the cowering 
Joker who doubled up and 
began to sneeze. Dogface and 
Moonface tried hard to avoid 
the clouds of dust directed 
towards them, but Robin 
warmed them up with a touch 
of the laser beam. Soon, all 
three were writhing on the 
floor, sneezing and weeping. 

The Dynamic Duo loaded 
them into sacks and drove to 
the city’s modern quays. There 
they found a tramp ship whose 
captain was a friend. 

Robin was wrinkling his nose 
at the incredibly evil smell that 
came from the ship. Batman 
laughed. “Your cargo, Jim, is 
obviously fertiliser,” he smiled. 
“Well, we’ve brought along 
three sacks of assorted rubbish 
you might find a use for.” 

Skipper Jim stared at the 
white face of the weeping Joker 
and at the heavy, stupid faces 
of Dogface and Moonface. 

“I’m full up for deckhands 
but maybe they can make them¬ 
selves useful in the holds, boil¬ 
ing the bones and so on,” he 
said. “It isn’t very pleasant 
work and it’s a long voyage 
dovm to Brazil, then up through 
the Canal to California. About 
three months.” 

Batman and Robin stood on 
the quay watching the fertiliser 
ship sail on the tide and laugh¬ 
ing at the way The Joker’s jape 
had been turned on him. Then 
Batman turned to Robin. “Even 
with The Joker gone,” he said 
grimly, “there are plenty of 
crooks left in Gotham City. 
So, back to the Batcave!” 
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WkftGE 15 the BSndMoFTflESFA 



A DMERAL NEI^ON and Commander 
. Crane are cruising in the vicinity 
of the Pacific isiand of Bikini, scene of 
early atomic tests, and now a dun»ping 
ground for waste from nuclear 
products. 


DIVElOlVB- 
Dive ! EASY AS 
YOUGO! ^ 


Wpve COT TWO OUT 

DOING A PREl.lM.tNARV 
SoRVEVj ADW,\RAL AND--^ 


ALARM STATiOWS?^ 
READV THE SHAS?K 
-^ CAGE! y. 


AOMIRAL.- IT*S A^V 
Z TVLOSAURUS - A 
HISTORIC CREATLiRE FROfA 
THE CAErACtOUS PERIOD. 
IT'S A KILLER! OUR ^AEN / 
yOUTSiDE VJ1UL &E y/ 

DEVOURED! ^yf(. 


yVfTHIN SECONDS , ROCMETj 
FfRB LACES THE l^ATER.../ 


THE pRorecT/i/e shark cage 

IS LOITERED Aoe THE -nvOMBH. 


6UT THE &REEN SEA DEMON 
KNOWS NO PEAR — HE ATTACKS 

ms GIANT Enemy"... / 


BUT THE SHOCK^PROOP O&SERVKT' 
ION GLASS HOLDS ... 


HE‘S CO MING 0£A O 
AT i/S---- IF THESE 
POnfT PLATES DON'T 
HOLD, AOWRAt_! 


THEN 


WB CAN’T TAKE AAUCH 
OF THAT - BUT AT LEAS 
WERE DISTRACTING (T 
FROM OUR DIVERS... 


NOT' ANV LONGER, ADMIRACnT^ 
HE'S SPOTTED THE CAGE ... 

AND THOSE BARS WON'T STAND 
UP UNDER HIS FEROCIOUS ATTACK 


THE FEARSOME MONSTER 
PLUMMETS DOWN .., 


A HIT! OUR ^ 
LAST ROCKET GOT 
HlfA*. POLL IN THAT 
V CAGE FASTI >• 


KRELEASE ^ 
Rocket spread 

NUMBER TWO ON 
THE PORT BOH I 
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I THERfa 

ALL 

^ right ) , 


i?£ATW STRIKES THE MONSTER AS THE S£A\/IEW 
CREWMEN ARS hauled TO SATETY ... ^ 


t TH!NK t'LL GO OUT ANC>H 
TAKE A CLO^E LOOK AT J 
WHAT'S LEFT OF TMAT^^ 
CRE ATURE.LEE ■ 

jSSTTuTgowith Vou , 
admiral. iHCA5-E 'T 
is J^\ H AO A MATE. 


^ T S A GOOD 
THING we 
BROUGHT OUR. 
V TACKLE^ lee ! 


SHOOT IN SOME 
DRUG PELLETS THEN 
I'LL GO IN WITH 
tv the NET . 


TAKE IT EASV,ADMIRAL,61ft. 
,THAT'S NO BUTTERFO/' 


don't 
WORR.V 
. lee; 


But lee streaks into action 


WITH UNSURPASSEO SAVAGERY THE S£A MONSTER^k 
WHIPLASHES THE HEAVTNET TO SHREOS _ __s 

/ 1-l’VE HAD IT... 
O -■■•.■ - j. / THE THING’S GOT 

me cornered.. 


THE DRUGS 
HAVE HAD NO 
EFFECT ON IT 


ABOARD the SEAVIBW, APHURAL NELSOH 
COMMANDER CRANE AND CURLE'i, WATCH' 
THROUGH THE OBSERVATION WINDOW-■ 


PHEW! ONLV 
JUST IN TIME 


THAT creature is t 
VOT ATVLOSAURUSl 
ITS A SHARK MUTATION 
■ THE EFFECTS OF 
RAPtOACTlve WASTE 
DUMPED IN THE SEA 
AND ABSOfteED IN . 
THE SHARK'S POOD./ 


WHATEVER IT 
IS,SIR X 
WOUU5NT FANt 
IT FRIED WITH 
CHIPS ! 




























































































































































































YOU MAKE 

fun of me? 


WU 5AW THE PHANTOM" 
WHEN you WERE THREE 

SHEETS TO THE 
^ WIND? -■ 




PHiurm 


1H£ GHOST ... 
WHO WALKS/ 


THE PHANTOM TREASURE 

PART 2 


J Al LBREAK 


TREASURe / THB LURE STfRS THE ROGUES 
INTO ACTION 


T~ YOU SAW THIS 

^ANTOM 



"/ AMS NOT ALLOWED TO 
ENTER. THE SKULL CAVf 


*0//E PAY, WE AfAOE THE 
TREK TO PEEP WOOPS 
WfTH OTHER CHIEFS 
ANP 


you ASKED TO SEE MY 
TREASURES. YOU SHALL, 
KINGS AND /y-—V"!/- 
CHIEFS. \V 


LET'S SEE IF MY Ll'L OLD BOOK 
SAYS ANYTHING ABOUT IT. IT ^ 
-t /^-s^^USTS THEM 

ALL-- 4^\|T I 


UNBELIEVABLE 


HMM 

WELL 


Phaatom IftiStire: legetdary, 
priceless treasure. Myths 
itiilicate location in Beneali- 
nth-century sources place- 


FANTASTIC 


*HOHE WOUIP SAY WHAT THEYP. 
SEEN,FOR ntEYP 
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Piaatoiii treisiira: LeteHddry, 
pttttless beasvre. Myths 
HidiMta loutioB til Beniati- 
17th coitMir sources ptee- 



WHAT A FINP/ WHEN I 
GET OUT, I CAN "SELL*^ 
THIS TREASURE TO 

SUCKERS FOR 
yEARS- 


SELL IT? WITH YOUR ^ YOU KNOW WHERE 
STUPIP CON 6A«E? /\ THIS SKULL 
MAYBE WE CAN 
SET IT/ 




MAY I REMINP YOU, CAPPY. A 
SLIGHT PROBLEM. WE ARE IN 
JAIL—FDR YEARS— 


WE HAVEN'T HAD OUR 
TRIALS YET. THAT MEANS 
THEY TAKE US TD COURT--, 



WHY WASTE COURT TIME WITH 
RATS LIKE YOU ? BETTER TO LOCK 
YOU UP AND THROW AWAY THE 

KEY. 
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TAKiN& 
THESE 
BEAUTIES 
IN FOR 
TRIAL. 


SWARSO-WHAT DO 
you MEAN, WE'RE NOT 
COMIN© BACK? 



HOLP IT, aATFOOT/ 


NEXT WEEK- OH THE TRWL , 


YOU LUNKHEAD.' WON'T YOU SEE 
THAT SI6N ? AL/rtOST CRASHH> 
^ — INTO YOU/ 


I'M GIVING YOU 
NO TICKET/ 
YOU'RE COMING 
TO COURT/ 


- . r:WT REACH « 

— FOR THAT GUN, 
COPPBR! WE'ILTAKE fT' 


HI, 

CAPPY. 


HI, DOPEY. RIGHT ON 
SCHEDULE. COME ON, BOYS 


I'M BRINGING 
MY PALS. 


JUST SO THESE 
COPS DON'T SET 
ANY IDEAS ABOUT 
FOLLOWIN^'US/ > 
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(g) CITY M/kGA-ZlNE-S LTD. ft WORLD Dt^TRl&UTOR^ DD, 

t<i67 


TEAcwee sAvs 

VOU GOT ALL MV 

HOMeWOR.K WRONG i ILi A M 
AGAIM^ DAD ! 


VOU’RE Luctcy, 
DAD '.you DON’T 
HAVE TO e>UV ME A 
ftlNE. 1 FAlLEP' 








■ 


I 


■/, 


/ 


Vi 








WHERE DOE^ 
THI'i BIT GO, 

Guv ? 


HMM'. "VOU 6EeM 
TO HAVE PUT ON 
A UTTLE WEIGHT, 
S\«* 


m 




t SAV OLD MAN, VOUR 

SNOttVNG HAS BEEN STOPPmG 

US FROM hearing THE 
MUEtC- 




=b'-. 


\ 


V 


\ \ 


\ 




w 


4 


h 


< THINK NNERE 

surrounded • 




7 


vgouuc* you 

TAKE A CHEQUE ? 








HOW SlLLV OF ME , 
0FF\CER I ' JUST CANT 
THINK IN WHICH CASE I 
POT NW DRIVING 
LICENSE! 




,:n 






fU/\ 






--xAAi 


tA 


S. 


11 



































































































































fJUST A MOM EMT / 

L THERE'S TROUBLE/ 


THE WHOLE 
LEDOE IS 
CRUMBLIN©/ 


^ IT'S NO 
©OOP, FLASH 

LOOKOUT.. 


EASY, PALE/ 

I'LL PULL /■■I 

you UP/ y/i 


COME ON, 
HONEY... UP 
. ON FIRM 
K ROCK / ^ 


...DON'T KNOW HOW 
MUCH HELP THESE 
SUITS WOULD BE 
. IF WE SANK./ 




iv/Sjrv 


THE VESUVIUS MYSTERY 

p>iit: into the JAWS OF DEATH 

A TELEVISION TEAM COVERS THE EVENT 
AS THE EXPLORERS START THEIR OARING M 
DESCENT... ^ 


WE'RE LOOKING POWN INTO 
THE CRATER OF VESUVIUS 

Where dr. zarkov flash] ^ 

©ORPON AND MISS ARDEN//, 
VMAVE DESCENDED/ 


..VES / ONE OF 
THE EXPLORERS 
HAS LOST HIS 
FOOriNO... 
AND FALLEN/ 


r- ^ 

... A 

*'■* -O 


" i. ft 


VESUVIUS HASN'T 
GOTTEN US VET... 
LOOK./ A cave/ we're 
GETTING SOMEWHERE 


{j .,W> f* 


12 


© 1967 by Klog Features. Syndicate Inc. All rights reserved. 


























































































































AT Ti^E 
LAVA UNB 
Wrm/N THE 
CRATER OR 
MOUAT' 
VESUyfUS... 



COME ON, PALE, 
rARKOV/ LETS . 
SEE WHERE THfS 



LOOK.ZARKOV/ THERE'S A 
WHOLE NETWORK OF CAVES 
AND TUNNELS UNDER MOUNT 
VESUVIUS... LI0HTED BV 
THOSE LAVA POOLS 



WHV NOT? OUR FLAME 
SUITS ARE STILL HOLPJNS 
UP,^ I'M AS COOL AS 
WHEN WE CAME 
DOWN HERE/ 




FLASH--NO/ I-I 
THINK WE SHOULD 
^ TURN BACK/ 


WHV NOT 

FOLLOW THE LITTLE 
"FIRE CREATURE'^ 


WELL.. 
WHICH W 
NOW? 


V PALE, 
THERE'S 
j. NOTHlNe 
TO BE 
AFRAID OF. 


LOOK our/ 

A BOULDER/ 


THE TUNNEL'S 
BLOCKED/ J 
■ WE'RE ^ 
SEALED \H/Jl 


NEKT iNEEK — H/VFM ... STOP THIS > 





"■■i\ ij 
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THE MAN FROM 


High in the HimaiayaSf lUya Karyakin faces the 
fanged fury of a iegendary snow monster—the Yeti! 


tt 



AFFAIR 


T he blow started from 
somewhere high above his 
head. It seemed to swing 
, down from the ceiling. 
Iliya watched it through a mist 
of pain. 

Pow! The blow fell with 
crushing force, and there was 
a scream of pain ... but it was 
not Iliya who screamed. It was 
the Siamese giant who had 
been sent to torture him. For 
at the last moment Ulya had 
twisted like an eel. 

The giant was hopping 
around the empty, chill 
chamber, nursing his injured 
hand. Iliya saw his chance and 
took it with both hands, swing¬ 
ing them clenched over his 
blond head and bringing them 
down with hammer-force on 
the shaved, bullet head. 

“Uu-uu^!” With a deep- 
chested grunt, the giant 
crumpled slowly to the polished 
floor. One mighty muscled 
arm, naked and hairy, thick as 
the trunk of a tree, reached out 
groping towards the smaller 
man, but it was a mere sub¬ 
conscious gesture. 

The torturer twitched and 
was still. 

Iliya leaned against the 
curved, metal walls, and let his 
weary limbs relax. He breathed 
deeply and raised his eyes to the 
small gallery above, from which 
came a flutter of applause. 

“Very good, my friend!” 
The voice was as brittle as an 
icicle and the speaker had a 
face to match—long and sharp- 


teeth. 

They halted at double-doors. 
A red light above winked to 
green, and the doors slid open, 
Iliya walked into (he study of 
Omzukar, Lord of the Snows, 

“It seems, my friend, that f 
underestimated you,” said the 
crime ruler. 

Omzukar was lounging upon 
a divan strewn with sheepskins. 
He sipped from a steaming 
bowl and eyed his blood¬ 
stained prisoner. “You are a 
great fighter. Come, will you 
not answer what I asked 
before? Which police force 
are you from and why have 
you come to spy on me ?” 

Iliya moved to another pile 
of sheepskins. Uninvited, he 
sank down. “I’ve told you 
already,” he said. "My pres¬ 
ence in these parts is to collect 
material for an American 
magazine . . . You have seen 
my camera and my identity 
papers.” 

Omzukar shrugged. “Yes, 
but I do not believe them. 
That is why I allowed you to be 
tortured by Buhtan.” 


HBEI THE YETI 


I LLY A waited, saying nothing* 
Omzukar biew into the bowl 
and made a slurping noise as he 
drank. Then he said, “We have 
other means of identifying you, 
my friend- Here in this 
mountain fortress I have every 
modern machine—even a com¬ 
puter . . . Ah, Zhuula! Come 


open Denina me aivan ana a 
girl in a white overall came 
quickly into the room—a pretty 
girl, with some papers and a 
photograph in her hand. She 
handed them to Omzukar, then 
shot a quick glance at Ulya 
through horn-rimmed spect¬ 
acles* He detected sympathy in 
her sloe^black eyes. 

Omzukar stared at the docu- 
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TELEFACT No. 2 ... The biggest~ever win in a TV quiz was £94,000 in America. 


merits and the photograph. 
Then he looked at his prisoner 
with gimlet eyes. “So!” His 
voice was cold. “You are 
Iliya Kuryakin of the UNCLE 
organisation.” 

He rose to his feet and held 
out a photograph. “It is a very 
good likeness of you, eh? You 
see, my computer stores away 
the answer to every question.” 

He turned to his assistant. 
“What kind of death do you 
think the computer would pre¬ 
dict for a spy, Zhuula?” 

She turned quickly away, 
frowning, and hurried out. 
Omzukar laughed. “She is a 
little sensitive,” he said. “She 
knows that the computer would 
advise me to let the Yeti deal 
with you.” 

Iliya exclaimed in astonish¬ 
ment. “The Yeti! You mean— 
the Abominable Snowman ?” 

The other nodded. Ups 
twitching. “Yes, Mr. Kuryakin. 
The creature that nobody has 
ever seen. The creature that 
leaves a footprint in the snow 
bigger than any known animal. 
Would you like to meet the 
Yeti?” 

Iliya recovered his com¬ 
posure. “You want me to go 
ten rounds with it in the 
torture chamber?” he asked. 

Something snapped within 
the icy exterior of the gang 
ruler. “You will learn not to 
mock me!” he howled, leaping 
to his feet. “You will wish you 
had died here at the hands of 
Buhtan when the Yeti is tearing 
you apart in the snows . . . 
Take him!” 

wMire TUSKS 

T he guards leaped forward. 

Ulya was dragged back¬ 
wards. Omzukar strode for¬ 
ward and struck him in the face. 
“Have the dog set down upon 
the Yeti’s peak at sunset!” he 
roared. 

Two hours later, Iliya 
shivered in the bitter night 
air as he watched the heli¬ 
copter which had lowered him 
to the snow go roaring away. 

He gathered up his camping 
gear. “I don’t get it!” he 
mused, “Omzukar hardly 



fSPOT 


HERE'S a simple code * 

■K to crack: * 

J 25 15 21 22 5 % 

i 4 15 14 5 ^ 

I 9 20 t 

^ Answer on page 21. * 

********************** 


expected to scare me with that 
tale about the Yeti. There’s no 
such thing! I guess he expects 
me either to panic and fall 
‘down the mountain in the dark, 
or freeze to death.” 

He paused. From nearby 
came a scuffling noise. Ulya 
stared down from his ridge. 
Even in the darkness he could 
make out a huge, moving bulk. 


pressed the spike backwards 
into the snow beneath his 
shoulder. 

“Ough!” The wrench of the 
axe forced a yell of pain from 
his frozen lips. He tried to get 
full brake power by arching 
his body upward between heels 
and axe-thrust, but it was no 
use. He could not slow down. 
Iliya was riding the snow pack 



a deep-throated rumble reached 
him. 

Then a mounLain of fur 
reared up from the snow. A 
hot stench met his nostrils. He 
saw red eyes glinting, a vast 
mouth and two huge white 
tusks. 

'‘Thundering monsters!” 
gasped Ulya, starting back in 
horror. He was badly shaken. 
He fought for self-control. 
“Easy boy!” he muttered. 

He made a rapid check of his 
surroundings. Omzukar had 
chosen the spot well. On one 
side a beetling buttress, on the 
other a snow slope. He was 
trapped! 

The Yeti was hoisting its 
great bulk over the ice ridge 
with astonishing speed. Ulya 
glimpsed enormous paws with 
razor-sharp talons. He grabbed 
his ice-axe and ran for the 
snow slope. “I was trained 
never to attempt a sitting 
glissade in the dark,” he 
thought grimly. “But any risk 
is better than staying to face 
the Abominable Snowman!” 

The Yeti roared behind him. 
IlJya launched himself down the 
slope in a sitting position. 

The speed of his glissade, 
and the lash of the knife-edged 
wind, left him gasping for 
breath. “Too fast ... got to 
slow down!” he told himself 
desperately. “Use the axe!” 

He gripped the shaft and 


to sudden death. 

Then his boots caught 
against a hidden rock. He 
catapulted forward, head over 
heels. The deep snow might 
have saved him, but another 
rock lay in his path. 

Crash! The shock jarred 
every bone in his body. Yet 
his tough training brou^t him 
tottering to his feet. “Must 
hide . . . from Yeti!” he 
mumbled. 

An ear-splitting howl from 
above told him it was too late. 
The Abominable Snowman had 
followed him down the snow 
slope. It hurtled at him with a 


flurry of death-dealing talons. 

Iliya ducked instinctively and 
felt the draught as the trem¬ 
endous arms whistled over his 
head. With his head lowered, 
he plunged desperately at the 
Yeti. His head sank into some¬ 
thing yielding . . . 

“Uu-uugh!” There was a 
gasping grunt. But the monster 
was fhr from winded. It 
snatched Ulya from the snow 
and held him aloft like a rag 
doll. He saw the red, raging 
eyes, and the cruel jaws opened 
wide. 

BLACKMAIL PLOT 

C RACK! Iliya heard the report 
of a rifle. He almost felt the 
shock of the bullet as it 
ploughed into the monster’s 
furry bulk. Then he was flung 
high into the air—and he lost 
consciousness. 

When he struggled out of the 
mists of darkness again, he saw 
the girl bending over him. 

‘‘You —aren’t you 
Omzukar’s assistant?” he 
muttered. 

“Yes. I am Zhuula,” she 
said, tending his wounds. 

He struggled onto one elbow. 
“The Yeti ?” he asked, looking 
round. 

She pointed to a huge mound 
of fur. “I shot the dreadful 
creature,” she said. “Now we 
must escape quickly. Omzukar 
will send ffls guards to see what 
happened.” 

“ We must escape ?” He gave 
her a querying look, “You’ve 
changed sides ?” 

She looked at him steadily. 
Her face, framed by a fur 
parka, was small and intense. 
“I hate Omzukar,” she said. 
“He is more evil than even 
you know. He is planning to 


MODEL MAKERS! Have you discovered the fabulous Merit 
super-detail assembly kits? Take this niagniflcent, 
authentic Chinese junk—^the kind of craft once used by 
Oriental pirates and still used by natives in the Chinese 
ywig, It's terrific! Realistic in every detail, it's IZ-inches 

long with eye-catching 
black and orange tug 
sails. The kit is sold com¬ 
plete with ornamental 
stand, cement and full 
instructions. Fun and 
value for just ISs. I Id. 

The Ceremonial Junk 
was used by the Man¬ 
darins of the old China. 
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NEXT WEEK: Death stalks Kapoleon and Ulya as they hunt for a deadly caosule! 
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hold, the world to ransom,” 

Iliya stared, “How, 
Zhuula?” 

“You have heard of 
Obsidium X?” she asked. 

“Isn’t it the new metallic 
element with radio-active 
powers ?” 

She nodded. “The most 
precious substance in the world 
and a source of immense power 
to the nation possessing it.” 

Iliya frowned. “But surely 
there is only one small mine 
where it is found? Somewhere 
in Iceland?” 

Zhuula’s voice grew sharp- 
edged, "Yes. And soon the 
supply will be exhausted. But 
Omzukar has stumliled upon a 
huge deposit of Obsidium X 
inside tlm mountain.” 

“What?” lUya jerked 
forward, the sting of his 
wounds forgotten. “He is 
mining it?” 

“And flying it to a secret 
base,” said the girl. “He plans 
to blackmail every nation 
which desperately needs 
Obsidium X.” 


DLEAMIKG SKIS 

I LLY A came to his feet. 

Zhuula put out a steadying 
hand as he swayed. 

“We’ve got to move fast,” he 
rapped. “I’ve got to get word 
to UNCLE headquarters in 
New York. Can we get to 
Lhasa ?” 

Zhuula shrugged. “Without 
food or equipment ?” 

Tl^re was a pause. Then 


iff 




Iliya said thoughtfully: “If 
we had one of Orazukar’s 
helicopters ... I can fly one.” 

“You could not get close 
enough.” said Zhuula. “You 
know how you were detected 
by them before?” 

‘Tell me,” said Iliya. 
Magic-eye beams. Omzukar 
has the air strip surrounded 
by them.” 

Turning the problem over in 
his mind. Iliya walked towards 
the bulk of the Yeti. He stared 
down. Its two fangs were like 
an elephant’s tusks, only flatter. 
He recalled how they had 
almost swept the snow as the 
creature shambled along . , , 

Iliya came back quickly to 
where Zhuula waited. He held 
out his hand. “The gun,” he 
said crisply, “I need the 
ammunition from it . , . The 
Yeti is going to help us.” 

Lower down the mountain, 
Omzukar’s men were hauling 
out loads of Obsidium X from 
the mine, ready to load onto a 
waiting helicopter. 

Iliya waited until the men 
were back inside the mountain. 
Then he launched himself down 
the hard-packed snow slope. 

He thrust himself forward 
with Zhuula’s rifle. The gleam¬ 
ing white skis strapped to his 
feet were the two huge tusks 
from the Abominable Snow¬ 
man! He had blasted them 
from the Yeti’s jaws with the 
gunpowder from Zhuula’s 
ammunition. 

“I’m gjad Mr Waverly 
makes me keep up my skiing 
practice!” thought Iliya, as he 


shot down the slope. A moment 
later he was soaring through 
the air, straight over the 
perimeter of the air-strip. 

“If my plan works, I’ve 
just jumped over those magic- 
eye beams!” thought IHya as 
he landed. 

He kicked off the “skis,” 
and whipped round to face the 
helicopter. A mechanic was 
working on it, and the awful 
thought occurred to Iliya, 
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A FULL-STOP in a type¬ 
written message ... It 
looks innocent but it can 
conceal a microdot. This is 
writing reduced to a tiny 
fraction of its size and 
tucked under the dot. 
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“Supposing the machine is out 
of order?” 

It was too late to back out. 
Iliya snaked forward on silent 
feet and caught the mechanic 
with a judo chop from behind. 
But as Iliya straightened, a 
whirlwind hit him. A blow in 
the face sent him flying back¬ 
wards. Dazedly he saw that 
one of the swarthy guards was 
levelling a rifle at him. 

Crack! Iliya rolled clear and 
felt the bullet singe the back 
of his neck. He found his own 
rifle under his hand, and swung 
it upwards by the barrel. 



Aaaagh!” The guard 
grovelled in the snow. 

Iliya regained his feet and 
leap^ for the helicopter. Some¬ 
where close an alarm bell 
began to shrill. 

“Got to get into the air, and 
pick up Zhuula!” gasped Iliya, 
fumbling at the controls. 

The engine coughed. The 
great blEides above his head 
began to rotate. Then they 
picked up speed. Ulya felt the 
machine sway, “She’s rising! 
I’ve done it!” he exclaimed. 

As the helicopter rose over 
the secret air base, Iliya saw 
men swarming from the 
entrance to the mine. 

“Hm! I’ve disturbed a 
hornet’s nest!” he said. 
“They’ll not only escape now, 
but they may even blow up the 
mine before they go ... if only 
I could stop them.” 

He let the helicopter hover 
for a moment. Then, as he 
surveyed the thick snow slopes 
below, the answer came to him. 
“An avalanche would stop 
them. I wonder if I can start 
one?” 


WHAT have Ivanhoe, 
Maverick and The Saint in 
common? Answer: Roger 
Moore! 

Roger, who has played in 
ail three series on TV, is 
the son of a London policeman. 
Like The Saint, he is a man of 
the world; he lived in America 
for seven years, and in films he 
has played Frenchmen, an 
American and an Italian. 

On the whole the 6 ft. 2 in. 
hero prefers The Saint to 
Ivanhoe (which made his name). 
In fight scenes for Ivanhoe he 
had his head split open, was 
kicked by a horse and cracked 
three ribs! 


He swung the helicopter 
towards the mountainside. 
Closer and closer he edged, 
until the whirling blades were 
raising clouds of surface snow. 
“An artificial wind like this 
should do it,” thought Ulya, 

He was right. Robbed of its 
solid base, the higher snowpack 
began to crumble. With a 
tremendous roar it cascaded 
down on the air-strip. 

Iliya hovered for a few 
moments to make sure his plan 
had worked. “And now,” he 
said. “I’ll pick up Zhuula and 
we’ll head for Lhasa. Too bad I 
didn’t bring my skis to show 
Napoleon. Still, I don’t suppose 
he would believe me when I 
told him what they were!' 






















































seiVttiZK. * 

Featuring the Cartwrights— 

Hoss, Little Joe and Ben. 

T he Cartwrights were not the kind of folks who 
would stand by and see their neighbours pushed 
around by unscrupulous land-grabbers. When 
Jake Summers made his appearance In the vicinity 
and his gunmen began to put the pressure on Sam 
Parker^ a neighbour of the Cartwrights, Hoss and 
Little Joe soon added their weight to the Parkers ... 





The rmlroad brought 

PROSPERITY TO THE MID - 
WEST OF AMERICA, BUTIT 
ALSO BROUGHT VIOIEHCE. 
RUTHLESS MEN RODE 
AHEAD OF THE STEEL TRACKS 
BUYING LAND THEY KNEW 
THEY COULD SELL LATER TO 
THE RAILROAD COMPANY 
FOR HIGH PROFITS, 

BUT WHEN THE PEOPLE 
WOULD NOT SELL THEIR 
LAND THE SHOOTING 
BEGAN . . . 


Sam PARKER OWNED A RANCH FIVE AAUES FROM THE 
PONDEROSA SPREAD. THE RAILROAD WAS DUE TO COME 
THROUGH HIS lAND AND ALREADY SAM PARKER HAD HAD A 

TASTE OF VIOLENCE.. 


KANV 
tDFA WHO 
0(0 IT, 
SAW? 


BUNCH OF FELLAHS 
NEW IN THESE PARTS, 

I THINK. HOSS. ONE 
OF 'EM CALLED HIM¬ 
SELF JAKE SUMMERS.! 

mean-looking 

COYOTE... 


rr ms midday when 

THEY REACHED THE TOWN. 

THE MAIN STREET WAS DESERTED, 

BUT from the saloon came the sounds 

OF REVEIRY 

<SOUNDS 
LIKE A PARTY 
GOING ON IN 
THERE ' 



f I RECKON 

IT'S TIME SOME¬ 
ONE DID SOMETHING 
ABOUT JAKE 
SUMMERS 


MAYBE YOU'RE RIGHT. 
JOE. BUT MOST Of US 
FOLKS IS PLUM SCARED 
OF CRITTERS LIKE 
THAT/ 


% 










WELL 
WE'RE GOING 
INTO TOWN 
WE'LL HAVE A 
NOSE AROUNR 
AND FINDOUT 
WHAT WE 
CAN ' 




Xdre enough they found 

JAKE SUMMERS AND HIS 
MEN IN THE SMOKE-LADEN 

, BAR • • . 

V ■ _A 


owe Of JAKE'S MEN 
WAS FOOL ENOUGH 
TO ORA W HIS 
GUN.. 



LOOK 




MAYBE 
SUMMERS 
RECKONS HE' 
GOT SOMETHI 
TO CELEBRATE 


JAKE SUMMERS, 
I'D LIKE TO GIVE YOU 
SOME ADVICE.. LAY 
OFF SAM PARKER / 

HE AIN'T SELLING 
AT ANY PRICE 10 YOU 
AND THAT'S All THERE 
IS TO IT ' 


OUT. HOSS! 
GUN 




HE'LL 
4 WO AT MY PRICE, 
MISTER/ 



—' COME ON, 
HOSS. GUESS WE'RE 
WASTING BREATH > 


ANYONE ELSE LIKE 
-1 TO TRY ? . 


RECKON > 
'^YOU'RE RIGHT. 
JOST KEEP YOUR 
NOSES OUT OF MY 

, ‘ BUSINESS.... 


HOSS WHEELED ROUND UKE A 
WHIPLASH AND CAUGHT THE MAN'S 
ARM IN A VICE-UKE GRIP -. 

HOLD 
IT, SON. 

YOU AIN'T 
All THAT GOOD 
ENOUGH FOR 
REAL GUNS.. 


HOSS BROUGHT HIS RIGHT fIST ROUND 
IN A SWINGING ARC. THE GUNMAN SPUN 
ACROSS THE SALOON . . . 




There were six men shooting up 
"the ranch house but hoss AND 
little joe rode right into them . . . 





GET 

ROUND THE 
OTHER SIDE 
OF THEM, 
JOE , 


TT was that night before the two BROTHERS 

RODE OUT TO PARKER'S RANCH AGAIN. AS THEY 
NEARED IT THE SOUND OF GUNFIRE SENT THEM ,, 

BREAKING INTO A GALLOP ^ 


MUST > 

eiE JAKE'S 

BliNCH ON 
THE PROD, 
COME ON I 
^ JOE / y 




r’ 


j. —.^j 


/i'p- 


% 


HOSS GRAB8BP we MAN'S CARBfNe ANP BfOAN 
PUMPiNG LGA 0 . . . ---- 
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rWf RAlPfRS tVf/ff CAUGR7 !N A 

CROSSnRB NOW, AND FEAR BEGAN TO 
RUN 7NROUGH THEM - 

'} 


,.V 


ft' 








v:: 




jlu, 

W* ^ 


iVS 


TH E 

CARTWRiGHTS^ 
LET'S GET OUT ‘ 
OF HERE.' 


A. 


WE'RE STILL IN 
ONE PIECE. BOVS. 
BUT YOU CAME 
UP JUST IN TIME, 
I RECKON ' 




THIS DOES IT, 
SAM. IT'S ABOUT 
TIME SOMEONE PUT 
A STOP TO JAKE 
SUMMERS ...ONCE 
ANP FOR ALL 
TIME 




h 




The two brothers were about a mue 

FROM TOWN WHEN THEY WALKED RIGHT 


INTO THE AMBUSH - - - r 
--— ■* 




GET down! 




fis THE MAN TURNED TO RUN, 
A SHOTGUN BLASTED FROM 
THE RANCH HOUSE... 





*r .. 






Sam PARKER'S SON CAME OUTOF 

THE RANCH HOUSE THEN. THERE 
WAS A SMOKING SHOTGUN IN HfS 


t'li f YOU STAY "X 

WITH YOU, MOSS. T HERE, JIM, AND N 


! GOT ME ONE OF 
THEM CRITTERS 
JUST NOW 


LOOK AFTER YOUR 
PA. YOU'RE ONLY 
FIFTEEN AND I GUESS 
YOU'D tIKE TO GET 
OLDER ' 



IN A CLOUD OF DUST THE SURVIVING 
RAIDERS RODE FOR SAFETY. . . 




NO SENSE 
CHASING THEM 
CRITTERS IN 
THE DARK,JOE. 
THEY WON'T BE 
BACK TONIGHT. 
LET'S SEE IF OIP 
WAN PARKER'S 
i//^ OKAY 


HOSSAND JOE STAVeO 7HA T NtOHT A T 
PARKER'S PLACE AND AT SUNRISE THEY 
PREPARED TO RIDE INTO TOWN . . . 


YOU SURE 
I CAN'T COME, 



HOSS IS RIGHT 
JIM.THINGS ARE 
LIKElY TO GETEVENI 
MORE UNHEALTHY. 
YOUR PA NEEDS 
YOU HERE' 


The killers were high up in the 

ROCKS BUT ONE OF THEM LV4S TOO 
CONFIDENT, AND HOSS WAS FAST' 

W 

V 


ONE OF THE MEN ROSE FROM HIS 
HIDING PLACE TO GET A BETTER 
AIM. IT WAS THE LAST THING HE 
EVER DID-' 


THAT’S ONE 
LESS. HOW 
MANY MORE 
UP THERE, 


JOE 






GOOD BOY, 
JOE. BUT I CAN'T 
SEE THE OTHERS 
THIS COULD 8£ 
STICKY; THERE 
AIN’T MUCH 
COVER DOWN 
HERE / 


\ 


,w 


I MAKE 
IT THREE. 

THAT MAKES IT 
A BIT MORE EVEN,] 
! RECKON., 


Si 






( : 








WELL i'LL 
BE RANGED.' 
SEEMS WE GOT 
SOME HELP UP 
THERE./ 










XT WAS THEN THAT 
THEY HEARD THE 
TWIN CRASH OF A 
SHOTGUN ECHO 
AROUND THE 
ROCKS AND TWO 
FIGURES CAME 
HURTLING DOWN 
THE SLOPE . .. 


THEY 
GOT JAKE 
SUMMERS, 
TOO 


* • 


They found young jim parker at the 

TOP OF THE RISE. HE WAS LOOKING DOWN] 
AT THE BODY OF JAKE 
SUMMERS ... / - 

^ COULDN'T LET 

YOU 60 IT ALONE 


HOSS. THIS WAS,„-^ 


PA AND ME'S 
FIGHT MORE'N 
YOURS 


(« 








* ¥ 




GUESS WE OWE 
YOU AN APOLOGY, 

JIM. SEEMS YOU CAN 
DO A MAN'S JOB. YOUR 
PA WON'T HAVE ANY 
MORE TROUBLE- NOT 
NOW HE'S GOT YOU TO 
LOOK AFTER HIM 


# 4 






























































































































































































































SUPBimiAH’S OLD EMEMY, THE TOYHAH, 
HURLS MACHIHE-HADE THUHDERBOLTS 
FROM A STRAHOE HIDEOUT 



A HUGE hairy paw grabbed 
the metal box from the 
Professor’s lap. He made a 
futile grab for it. “No, 
no! Give it back!” 

“Sit down. Pop, before I 
brain ya!’’ snarled Ape, thrust¬ 
ing the old man back into his 



FROM 
THB 



seat. 

Ape was as powerful as a 
gorilla and his ugly face showed 
some kinship to the same beast. 
He twisted his thick lips into a 
grin as he handed the thunder¬ 
bolt machine to his boss. 
Toyman. 

“Splendid, Ape!” chuckled 
Toyman. “If this little gadget 
work-s, we shall have great fun 
— and laugh at Superman, 
■ too!” 

Professor Zowski was scram¬ 
bling to his feet again, tugging 
at Ape’s sleeve. “You are a 
thief! I shall report this as soon 
as the plane lands at Metro¬ 
polis !” he cried. 

Ape hit the old man in the 
face. “I got news for you—this 
plane aint going to Metro¬ 
polis I” snarl^ Ape. 

Professor Zowski wiped 
blood from his face. “But we 
must go to Metropolis! I have a 
meeting with Army officials.” 

Ape raised a huge fist. “Easy 
Ape!” warned Toyman. “We 
need him to show us how it 
works.” 

“PH never do that—you 
crook!” quavered the old man. 
He sat up and began to yell: 
'*Helpr 


“Stop that!” Toyman whip¬ 
ped out a gun and held it 
against the Professor’s head. 
"Hurry, Ape! Get into the 
flight cabin and go to work on 
the pilot.” 

The big thug grunted and 
went shambling down the aisle 
of the Boeing. Ape kicked open 
the dividing door. Two huge 
strides took him to where the 
pilot and first officer were at the 
controls. They turned, startled, 
from their pre-landing flight 
check. 

“You’re not allowed in here, 
sir!” rapped the pilot. “Please 
go away!” 

Ape’s answer was to grab 
both men and bang their heads 
together. “Get this t” he growl¬ 
ed, “We aint landing at Metro¬ 
polis. You’re gonna set down 
this plane just where 1 tell 
you!” 


VAHISHIMO JET 

T he pilot came to his feet. He 
launched a powerful blow 
that bounced off the other’s 
rock-like chin. Ape picked him 
up bodily and tossed him aside. 


The pilot’s head hit the radio 
equipment, and he lay crump¬ 
led on the floor of the cabin. 

“Now, you!” roared Ape, 
shaking the first officer until his 
teeth rattled. “Get ready to 
land this plane right now!” 

The other gasped for breath. 
“You’re crazy! We’re 7,000 
feet from the ground.” 

Ape grinned. “So what? We 
aint landing on the ground,” he 
said. “ We're gonna do a 
Superman trick!” 

Some time later, Clark Kent, 
a reporter on the Metropolis 
daily paper. The Planet, saw a 
news flash: “Jetliner vanishes 
. , , Crash feared . . , Prof, 
Zowski and invention on 
board.” 

There was more, explaining 
the Professor’s thunderbolt 
machine, but Clark did not 
wait to read it. He slipped out 
of a back door of the Planet 
building and dived behind some 
rolls of newsprint. In a mom¬ 
ent he had switched from the 
mild-mannered reporter to— 
Superman! 

“My super-intuition teUs me 
that this is no crash,” he said to 
himself as he leaped into the 


air. “The jetliner has been hi¬ 
jacked! Whoever is behind this 
must be after Professor Zowski 
and his thunderbolt machine 
and I’ve got to find where 
they’ve landed that plane.” 


BLUE FLASH 

RMS extended like a diver, 
he shot through the sky. 
Born on the Planet Krypton, 
which has heavy gravity. Super¬ 
man could laugh at Earth’s 
lighter gravity. At super speed 
he flashed over the skyscrapers 
and busy streets of bustling 
Metropolis. 

“A Jetliner needs plenty of 
space to land,” he thought. 
“I’ll check the abandoned air¬ 
strip on the outskirts.” 

A man driving a tractor 
caught sight of a flash of the 
famous red cape in the sky. He 
gasped, and nearly ran off the 
road. “Yikes! That’s Super¬ 
man!” he gulped. “I wonder 
what crook he’s after this 
time.” 

He was still looking sky¬ 
wards at the Man of Steel when 
the thunderbolt struck. 
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TELEFAG7 Mo. 5,Britain’s most popaiar TV programme is “Coronation Street” 


Crack! From out of a blue 
sky, patterned by drifting 
clouds, came a tremendous 
blue fiash. The thunderbolt 
flashed earthwards with a roar 
that shook the roadway be¬ 
neath the tractor. 

It hurtled towards Super¬ 
man. His super-senses warned 
him of the danger in the nick of 
time and he twisted out of its 
path but the blast sent him 
spinning towards the ground. 

He landed on the tarmac of 
the abandoned airstrip. The 
thunderbolt had ripped a 
gaping hole in the ground. 

“Great heavens!” he ex¬ 
claimed. “That was meant for 
me! It’s just what I feared. 
Professor Zowski must have 
been kidnapped!” 

He was about to leap into 
the air again when he saw 
the parachute. “What on 
earth . . ,!” he exclaimed. “A 
toy parachute! It must have 
been launched in the wake of 
the thunderbolt.” 


PARACHUTE CLUE 

E grabbed the parachute 
and saw that it carried a 
message: "That was a warnings 
Superman. Don't interfere, or / 
may be tempted to loose a few 
thmderbolts on Metropolis!" 

Superman screwed up his 
eyes, concentrating his amazing 
X-ray vision upon the note- 
paper. 

“There may be a clue here,” 
he murmured. “Yes! There’s 
the faint impression of a crest 
here on the comer ... a red 
unicorn! That might help!” 


He whirled in mid-air and 
sped swiftly across country. 
His super memory recalled one 
such symbol in the area. It was 
carved in stone above the door 
of an old, deserted mansion on 
the outskirts of Metropolis. 

He spotted the mansion and 
a moment later he was caut¬ 
iously pushing open the huge, 
brass-studded front door, llie 
smeU of decay testified to the 
emptiness wit^, but a stealthy 
movement in the hall did not 
escape Superman’s super- hear¬ 
ing. 

“Stop!” he cried, seeing a 
grotesque, waddling figure at 
the end of the corridor. 

The figure vanished. Super¬ 
man leaped after it. The inky 
blackness was no problem for 
him. He saw the bloated figure 
scuttling into the cellar and 
with a tremendous bound, the 
Man of Steel landed on top of 
his quarry. 

Then—“It’s a trick!” he 
exclaimed. “A rubber figure!” 

A shrill cackle echoed 
through the cellar. Superman 
whirled, and leaped for the 
stairs but steel bars clanged to 
the floor... all around him. 

Superman reached his 
mighty hands out to wrench the 
bars away, when . . . “Aah! 
I can’t!” he gasped. 

He sank to the ground. He 
could see the greenish glow 
from the metal bars. They were 
coated with kryptonite, the only 
metal which could harm him. 
Taken from Ms home planet, 
Krypton, the metal was already 
sapping his amazing powers. 

“Sorry, Superman!” came 
the cackling voice again. “I 
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COMSTABta- 1902 


N UHBER 4, Whitehall Place, head¬ 
quarters of the New Police in 1829, 
opened on to a courtyard which was the 
site of a p^ace once owned by kings of 
Scotland and used by them when in 
London. 

“Scotland Yard'* became its popular 
name. The name was carried to the 
present-day headquarters of the Metro¬ 
politan police on the Embankment, 
which was opened in 1890. And today 
“Scotland Yard” is the popular name of 
the world's most famous <fetective force. 

It w<B in 1842 that policemen took to 
attending revolutionary p^ttical me^- 
ings in disguise. The idea of having police¬ 
men whose duties were pui^y the 
detection of crime had arrived. This tiny 
dq>artment grew into the celebrated 
CiD, or Crimintd Investigation Depart- 
m«it, of Scotiand Yard. 



tricked you into coming here 
because I don't want you inter¬ 
fering with my plans.” 

“So it’s you, Toyman!” said 
Superman. His old foe, a 
genius at building toys which 
he used for crime, had long 
studied Superman’s weakness. 

“Yes, Superman. And this 
time I have borrowed a little 
toy from Professor Zowski. 
Before 1 have finished using it, 
the people of Metropolis will 
be begging me to accept all 
their riches.” 

Superman searched for a 
weak link as the Toyman’s 
cackle died away. The Man of 
Steel felt his knees weakening. 
Then he took a deep breath... 

TOYiMAH’S THREAT 

EANWHILE, in the office of 
the Commissioner of Police 
of Metropolis, grim-faced 
officials were studying a note 
from the Toyman. 

“7 have hi-jacked the jetliner. 
Don't bother to look for j7; 
you'll never find it. I have 
persuaded Professor Zowski to 
show me how to work his 
thunderbolt machine. Leave 
SS0,000 m sacks in the middle 
of Metropolis Central Park by 
mid-day today, or I shall 
demonstrate my new powers by 
wipmg out the War Memorial." 

The Commissioner slammed 
the desk with his fist. “We 
can’t take any risks!” he 
exclaimed. “We must evacuate 
the whole area around the War 
Memorial.” 

As the meeting dispersed, 
Lois Lane of The Hanet hurried 
in with cub reporter Jimmy 
Olsen. 

“Hello, Commissioner,” she 
said, “can we get a picture of 
this note you’ve received?” 


“Of course, Miss Lane,” he 
said, and handed her the note, 
“And you might like to know 
that I have ordered the immed¬ 
iate evacuation of the area 
around the War Memorial.” 

As she read the note, Lois 
gave a sudden start of surprise, 
but she said nothing until she 
was outside in the street. Tl^n 
she grabbed Jimmy by the arm. 

“Listen, Jimmy, I tMnk I 
recognised the writing in that 
note!” 

“Gosh!” cried Jimmy, 
“Whose is it, Lois?” 

“Toyman!” she confided. 
“And I’m going round to that 
factory where he makes rubber 
toys, to see if I can pick up any 
clues. You get back to the 
office with this picture. Tell the 
editor rU be along shortly.” 

She turned and ran to her 
car. “Hey, Lois, be careful!” 
called Jimmy. 

He set off towartfe the news¬ 
paper building. Buses loaded 
with people from the evacuated 
area passed by. Soon he found 
his way blocked by a police 
barricade, A burly patrolman 



"No, no, Catchpok. You don’t 
have to pvc trading stamps 
as welll” 



























NEXT WEEK: The Man of Steel takes on a strange giant in a grim trial of strength! 


dragged him towards a door¬ 
way. “Get under cover!” he 
ordered. “It‘s nearly mid-day, 
and we’re expecting trouble.” 

They crouched in the door¬ 
way, looking towards the War 
Memorial, 

Crack! With an ear-splitting 
roar, the thunderbolt struck; 
the great granite pillar on the 
Memorial toppled like a tree, 
and the base was shattered into 
a thousand pieces, leaving a 
gaping hole in the ground. 

“Great jumping hom-toads!” 
gasped Jimmy, picking himself 
up from the ground where he 
had been flung by the blast. 

The patrolman was running 
towards the disaster scene. 
Jimmy slipped into a nearby 
ally and pressed the button on 
his watch—the watch which 
Su^rman had* given him, and 
which emitted a supersonic 
signal. The alarm was inaudible 
to human ears, but it could be 
picked up by Superman’s super- 


by the arm. “What do you 
mean, Jimmy? Where is 
Lois?” 

Jimmy explained. Before he 
had finished. Superman was 
launching him self into the air. 
‘Tm going to Toyman’s 
factory to bring lois back!” 
he cri^. 

When Superman reached the 
factory, he found it deserted. 
He raced through the sheds 
stacked with huge sheets of 
rubber, from wWch Toyman 
made his toys. “Lois!” cried 
Superman. “Where are you?” 

He stopped as he spotted her 
notebook and pencil lying on 
the ground. His X-ray vision 
pick^ up signs of a struggle. 
Then he saw a scribbled 
word in the open notebook. 
Cloud. . 

Superman stared at the word. 
Cloud ?” he repeated. “Yes, of 
course,” he said, looking 
around him at the masses of 
rubber sheeting. “Toyman must 


a 


a 


WHO'S WHO 


ytKtuibumo 



SUPER/M^N (continued) 

SUPERMAN'S other identity: 
Clark Kent, reporter on Metropolis 
Daily Planet. His flat has secret 
cupboard for robots. WEAKNES¬ 
SES: His vision cannot penetrate 
lead and he has no power under a 
red sun. Red kryptonite has weird 
effects on him, gold “fc” would 
^stroy his powers permanently, 
green “k” coirfrf kill him. 


hearing. 

Jimmy was about to step out 
of the alley to see if he could 
glimpse the familiar red flash of 
Superman’s cloak in the sky, 
when he felt the ground heave 
at his feet. 

He stepped back hurriedly. 
To his astonishment, paving 
flags were flung aside and a 
pair of mighty fists shot up¬ 
wards out of the earth. “Super¬ 
man !” exclaimed Jimmy, as the 
Man of Steel stepped from the 
tunnel he had bor^. 

Superman wiped his face 
wearily. “I got your signal, 
Jimmy, but I was trapped by 
Toyman in a cellar. Thank 
goodness I had enough strength 
left to bore my way out.” 

“Gosh! So Toyman is behind 
this thunderbolt scheme” 
gasped Jimmy. “Gee! I hope 
Lois doesn’t come to any 
harm,’” 

Superman grabbed the boy 


have made a rubber cloud big 
enough to land the jetliner on. 
No wonder he can hurl his 
thunderbolts with such devilish 
accuracy!” 

He sped back to Metropolis 
and the ofiflce of the Commis¬ 
sioner, where he found that a 
second note had been received, 

“The price is now $100,000. 
You have seen what my 
thunderbolts can do. I shall aim 
the next one at City Hall if the 
money is not in the park by 
three o'clock." 

“What can we do. Super¬ 
man?” asked the grim-faced 
Commissioner. 

“Evacuate the City Hall and 
leave the rest to me. Commis¬ 
sioner,” said Superman. 

Speeding to a nearby beach, 
the Man of Steel began to 
pulverise the sand with all the 
forces of his super-strength. 
“Sand contains silicon which 
super-friction and super¬ 


pressure convert into molten 
glass!” he said to himself. 
“And with molten glass, I can 
make a giant magnifying glass! ” 

He worked with desperate 
haste, blowing the molten glass 
into an enormous lens through 
which he could observe every 
cloud floating above the city. 

By three o’clock he was ready. 
His giant viewing-glass was 
propped against two massive 
dockside cranes which he had 
borrowed for the job. He 
crouched behind the glass, 
watching. 

“There!” he cried suddenly. 
A brilliant blue flash from one 
great cloud told him that Toy¬ 
man had launched another 
thunderbolt. 


HEAO-OH CRASH 

S UPERMAN took off. With 
the speed of light he flashed 
towards the descending 
thunderbolt and met it head-on 
with a shock that shattered 
windows in the city below, 

A mad wrestling match with 
the tremendous force of nature 
followed. But Superman won. 
He guided the thunderbolt out 
into the harbour and watched 
it raise a towering column of 
water. 

“Now to get that cloud out 
of the way before Toyman 
decides to fire another thunder¬ 
bolt,” he said. 

He drew a deep breath and 
began to blow through pressed 
lips. A howling gale sprang up. 

The gale which he had blown 
up swept the sky clean above 
the city. When he saw that 
Toyman’s cloud-island was 
over the water, Superman rose 
into the air, but as he neared 
the cloud, the voice of the 
enraged Toyman, shouting 


SECRETSPOr 

+ ANSWER to the code * 
.jt conundrum on page 15; + 

* YOU'VE DONE IT * 

The letters of the alpha- + 

* bet had been given the + 

* numbers 1 to 26. f 

■a Another code teaser + 

$ next week. + 

* ■»( 

* ¥ 

* ********************** 

through a loud-hailer, made 
him pause. 

“Better not come any closer. 
Superman! I’ve got Lois Lane 
here on the cloud. If you try to 
land, FlI have her killed!” 

Superman dropped back to 
the ground and sp^ to the steel 
stockyards. With his super¬ 
human strength, he began to 
weld together lengths of pliant 
steel. 

He strung the huge arrow, 
and slowly pulled back on the 
steel-cable, aiming at the under¬ 
side of the cloud. 

Twang! The arrow sped to 
its mark. It pierced the rubber, 
and the cloud island began to 
deflate with a roar. 

Down, down, down plum¬ 
meted lie Toyman’s cloud. 
When it neared the sea, Toy¬ 
man, Ape and the rest of the 
gang leaped into the water but 
before the deflated cloud sank, 
Superman shot beneath it. 
With his mighty arms he 
cradled the flabby mass and 
flew back to the shore. Gently 
he set it down on the beach. 
His strong arms then reached 
out to help Lois Lane and 
Professor Zowski to safety. 

He smiled at her, “Right 
now I must go and pick up 
some floating rubbish. Will you 
ask the Commissioner to get a 
few prison cells ready, please ?” 


LOOK 


NtXTWlEK-\ haFN .. .STOP THIS! 
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^ ho: have 

YOU SCENTED 
L WILD HOG? 


%UDD€f4l'i 
HF SPRANG 
AtlRT. . . 


TARFAN WAS HUNTING IN THE 
FOOTHILLS OF THE LOST LAND Of 
PAIU WITH TWO HUNTING HONS. 


THE SCENT IS 
STRONG ... hogs- 
BUT NO ORDINARY 
HOGS . * ^ ^ 


TARTAN tFAPT ON THE 
BACK OF ONE OF THE 
HUNTING LIONS AS THE 
SAVAGE HOGS CHARGED 


ELSEWHERE EXTINCT, GIANT HOGS 
HAD SURVIVED IN THE LOST (AND.. 


THEY'RE ATTACKING. 
THERE IS NO RETREAT 
. WE MUST FIGHT' 


CAREFUL, NOW- 
THE TUSKS OF THE 
HORTA ARE i—' 
s. SHARP/ J 


ONE Of THE HOGS COt LIDED 
WITH TARZAN'S MOUNT AND TARZAN 
WAS THROWN TO the GROUND ... 


TARZAN FACED A FRESH 
ONSLAUGHT /> 

CALMLY... 


HIS WEIGHT WILL BEAR I 
. ME TO THE GROUND / j 


WITH ALL HIS FORCE, TARZAN HURLED 
HIS SPEAR ... __ 




ho: THAT 
HAS STOPPED 
HIM IN HIS 
TRACKS ; V 


THERE ARE OTHERS 
HEADING THIS WAY. 
IT IS TIME TO 
LEAVE, cST 


I WILL BE 
SAFE IN THIS 
^ TREE/ 
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THOSE HOGS ARE 
A AAENACE TO THE 
PEACEFUL TRIBES IN 
« THESE parts;.. 



THIS MIXTURE FED 
TO LION CUBS WUL 
MAKE THEM INTO 
GIANTS IN A FEW 
a WEEKS/ 



I THINK I KNOW OF 
A WAY TO DEAL WITH 
THEM BUT 17 WILL TAKE 
\ A LITTLE TIME ... . 



THlESE YOUNG 

hunting lions 

LIKE THIS FOOD' 



I LEARNED THE 
SECRET OF THESE ^ 
BERRIES FROM BARKAK 
OF THE GREY APES .... 



S£VERAL WEEKS 
tAT£R, TARZAN 
ROPE WITH HIS 
ms TOWARO 
7HE tOST lAfiP 
Of PAIU. . . 


AH : I SCENT THE 
HOGS...YES.. THERE 
HEY ARE. THEY MUST 
BE TAUGHT TO FEAR US 
0 THEY WILL NOT 
VENTURE TO 
ATTACK THE . 


I 





Afina lly-TT] 


THEY ARE GONE. ^ 
I DON'T THINK THEY 
WILL WANDER DOWN 
FROM THE HILLS AGAIN 



^IP 


w 

^JL TM J 

WA 




c. 

Joe.A ^ 


WHEN THE HIPPOPOTAMUS 
IS A BASy, THE MOTHER 
C.AeieiE« HER YOUNGSTER 
OH HER BACK INTO "VH6 
WATER, WHERE IT IS SAFE 
EVEN FROM HUNGRY 
CROCODILES. 

incioentaluv.The , 

NAME 'HIPPOPOTAMUS 
COMES FROM THE 
GREEK WORPS 
MEANING 'RIVER 

horse'. 
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